Stick ‘Em UP! 


as told by 


MRS. MARY MALONE 


to CASSIE BROWN 


Mrs. Mary Malone, one of the 
castaways of our September issue 
feature story, has had a very ex- 
citing life. ‘‘In fact,’’ says Mrs. 
Malone, ‘‘it was a little too ex- 
citing at times,’’ 

She and her husband Maurice, 
lived in the windy city of Chicago 
for 10 years. It was during the 
terrible 20’s when robbery and 


murder was a commonplace thing, 


and crooks with guns were every- 
where. 

Mrs. Malone and her husband 
worked with the A & P Food 
Stores, and in this’ particular 
Supermarket, her husband was the 
manager, while she was cashier. 
But they knew too well, that it 


was risky working in any store, 
particularly the food stores, which 
were held up regularly. 

One New Year’s Eve while 
they were working, three gunmen 
came into the store. 


They com- 


manded, ‘‘Everyone in the back 
room.’”’ 
Mrs. Malone said she found 


a@ gun pressed against her ribs as 
they were herded in the backroom. 
One gunman remained to cover them 
while the other two cleaned out 
the store. 

The robber watching them, 
spotted Maurice’s old fashioned 
pocket watch and took it. Maurice 
said to him, ‘‘You don’t want that.’’ 

The robber kept inspecting 
it and Mr. Malone continued, 
‘‘T’ve had that watch ever since 
I was a boy.’’ 

Tuis seemed to move the gun- 
man. He passed the watch back, 
saying, ‘‘It’s no good to me, any- 
way.’’? He then poked his gun into 
Mrs. Malone’s ribs. ‘‘This your 
wife?’’ 

When Maurice said yes, it 
was, the gunman pointed to an 
orange crate and said, ‘‘Sit down 
lady.’’ 

She sat, with the gun still in 
her ribs. 

But no one was hurt, and 
afterwards it was revealed that one 
of the robbers was a former A&P 
Store manager. 

Another time a robber broke 
into their store, but he was shot 
dead by a policeman who spotted 
him from the outside. 

One of the workers in the 
store was a 17 year old Italian lad 
who was slated for the morgue, by 
a rival) street gang. One evening 
his two brothers came for him to 
escort him home. They carried 


Shotguns to protect him from the 
mob, and that time they got him 
safely home, but the rival gang got 
him eventually. He ‘‘accidently’’ 
fell from a window. 

One night a gunman stood 
before Mary Malone as she was 
operating the cash register. He 
motioned her aside then laid the 


gun on the counter and began to. 


scoop the money out with both 
hands, 

She made a grab for the gun, 
but he was too quick. ‘‘Lady,’’ he 
said ominously ‘‘don'’t do that.’’ 

She said hastily, ‘‘I won’t.’’ 

But watching him remove all 
the cash made her a little annoyed. 
These robbers were always taking 
their money and leaving them with 
no change, so she said to him. 
“You might leave us a bit of 
change at least.”’ 

The man paused, then counted 
out $2.84 in change, and left it in 
the register for her. 
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There were many hold-up 
they were getting tired of it. 
day a negro gunman openec 
door of the supermarket, pc 
the gun at Maurice and fired 

The shot hit Maurice’s 
fashioned watch, deflecting : 
bullet and saving his life, bu 
was it: The Malone’s quit Ch: 
and its gangsters. They came 
to Newfoundland for a year, 
went to Toronto to live, and tt 
where they resided until Ma 
died 10 years ago. It is 
Malone’s home. still, when 
isn’t travelling or visiting rele 

Mrs. Malone is an aunt 0! 
Daily News photographer, E 
Kennedy 


GOOD LUCK 


is made right here in 
Newfoundland. 


